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Routine 


Author's Notes: 
| keep starting new fics instead of finishing the ones | already have. | know, | know. I'm working on them | 


promise! 


"What about that one?" Janne pointed across the room at yet another generic-looking woman, 


"No, she looks just like the last one." | said, waving my hand in front of me to emphasize the point. "Find 


someone that doesn't look like everyone else here!" 
"Hmm... okay, how about her?" 

"Her hair is fake. It's a wig." 

"How do you know?" 


"| just saw it fall on the floor an hour ago." 


"Allu, | can't do this if you're going to turn down every girl" Janne rolled his eyes at my apathetic response. 
Somehow, lately, this had become more of a somber chore than a bonding experience with my best friend. | 


sighed, glancing around the bar even though it was too dark to see much of anything. 


"Okay, fine." | gestured towards a darkly dressed redhead in the corner that looked very bored with her 
friends. "Lets go with her." 


"I approve." He replied, leaving the money for our drinks on the table before dragging me along with him. "You 


do the talking this time. You know I'm terrible at it." 


"Terrible is an understatement." | chuckled, remembering the last time Janne had tried to pick up women for 
us. I'm pretty sure he wasn't given a tongue with the intention of him speaking. He was rather good at.. other 
things. 


"Can | help you?" The girl practically spat the question, eyeing us up and down 


"Well, you see, my friend and | thought you looked pretty bored so we thought we'd entertain you for the 
night" | gestured towards Janne, watching the expression on the girls face soften a bit more. "Would you like 
to come back to our tour bus?" | always had them at the mention of the bus. What girl wouldn't want to fuck 


two metal musicians in their tour bus? 


Further proving my theory, the girl shoved her drink into someone else's hand and followed us through the 


maze of drunken idiots. 


As much as I'd like to say | was good at this, the truth is that it was just easy. | don't know why Janne 
couldn't seem to get the hang of picking up women, but | was more than happy to do it for him as long as he 
agreed to share. But | guess that's the weird part of this whole situation. We both ended up naked in the same 
room, in the same bed, with nothing but a girl between us. | was strangely okay with it. | even enjoyed it. But 
lm pretty sure it's the girl | enjoy. Pretty sure. 


Let me at least tell you the threesomes are not like they're shown in porn. Nothing ever goes the way you 
want it to and you just hope to hell that she doesn't notice or doesn't tell anyone the nasty details. Things get 
messy (though that's not really a bad thing, | guess) and things can get weird between everyone involved. But 
the longer this went on, the more comfortable we both got with it. So comfortable, in fact, that | had just 


woken up in a bed that wasn't mine. 
"She still here?" | mumbled, not knowing if there was anyone in the room or not. 
"No, | made her leave last night. Right about the same time you passed out” Janne's voice was soft on my 


pounding eardrums. The empty bottles strewn around the room meant that | had drank myself to sleep after 
all the fun, just like always. 


Oh... right.. sorry, | can't remember shit." That wasn't new. 


‘lm making breakfast, think you can stomach some food?" | rolled over to face him at the mention of food, his 


smile gleaming back at me from the doorway. 


"Yeah, I'm fuckin starving." | gave a cheesy grin, lifting myself from the rather tiny bunk that l'm sure had fit 
both of us last night. But if we were in the common area with her.. how the hell did | end up in Janne's bunk? | 
racked my brain, trying to recall the events of last night, but all | could seem to recall was that she had a 
really nice ass. | mean really nice. That didn't help my dilemma though. Maybe | passed out and Janne couldn't 
reach my bunk to put me in? No, that's impossible. He always lifts me out of it when | refuse to get up, | 
know he can reach it. Maybe he was just lazy. Or maybe.. what if | was already in here? Did we trade bunks? 


The smell of food stopped my poor detective work and led me into the small kitchen area. There wasn't much 
we could cook on the bus, mostly just microwave stuff. Breakfast burritos sounded just fine to me. | got to 
the microwave just as it shut off and opened the door before the annoying beep could sound. Steam rolled into 


the air when | opened the plastic packaging, nearly burning my fingers. 
"Careful Allu, it's really-" 


"Son of a BITCH" | yelped, feeling the tip of my tongue burning under the hot food | had impatiently shoved in 


my mouth. 


"And you just burned yourself again" Janne sighed, grabbing the food out of my hand and placing an ice cube 
in my still gaping mouth. He gave another smile as he tapped on my jaw, reminding me to close my mouth. The 
hairs on the back of my neck stood up, probably due to the fact that | had just noticed how cold the ice cube 
was. | held it in my mouth as long as possible before spitting it into the sink. It just dawned on me that we 


were alone. Why were we alone? Did | sleep all day? Oh shit, were we missing sound check?! 


"Where is everyone?" | looked around, tongue sticking awkwardly out of my mouth as | tried to relieve the pain 


Janne placed his thumb on my lip, staring intently at me. 

"Put it back in your mouth or I'll put it to better use." Was he serious? | was stunned for a couple minutes 
before he chuckled and | pulled my tongue back into my mouth quickly. "I'm kidding, Allu. The others are at 
some interview that we're.. ah, two hours late to." 

"Two hours?" | questioned, thinking this was just another prank. 

"| knew you didn't want to do interviews today, so | didn't wake you up. | thought you could use the extra 
sleep." He walked to the window, probably trying to see if anyone was looking for us. Sure enough, | faintly 


heard our names being called. "Damnit they're back early." 


"So what do we-" 


"Pretend you're asleep!" Suddenly | was being lifted up and tossed into my bunk. | crashed against the 
headboard and instantly curled up in both slight pain and good acting. | heard Janne dive into his bunk below me 


just as the door opened and the voices got much louder. 
"Damnit, Janne fell asleep." Henkka exclaimed, kicking the storage space under Janne's bunk to wake him up. 


"What... oh.. oh shit! | fell asleep!" Janne was a good actor when he wanted to be. Now if he could only use the 


same charm on women.. 


"Doesn't matter. You guys missed the whole thing. Roope smoked off camera, Jaska did some air drumming, and 
| did all the talking.” | could hear jackets being thrown onto the table and people shuffling around. 


‘lm sorry. | just meant to relax for a minute." Janne gave a believable sigh. "I'll wake Alexi up, he's been asleep 


all day." Just as | heard him get up, there was a shout. 
"Wake the fuck up!" Roope shouted, his voice echoing through the whole damn bus and my pounding head. 


"Fuck off!" | replied, trying my best to sound groggy and startled. | rolled over, letting my arm dangle off the 
side of the bunk while holding up the finger. 


"Come on Allu, you've slept long enough. Let's go." Once again, Janne was lifting me up. | opened my eyes to see 
that | was being placed on the couch in the common area and gave a half-hearted groan. I'm not entirely sure 
what | was groaning about, though. Did | not want to sit on the couch? Did | not want to be awake at all? Did | 


want Janne to just carry me all day? | didn't even know what | wanted. | wasn't even fully awake yet. 


"Sound check in four hours, nobody be late!" Our manager poked his head into the bus just to remind us, then 
disappeared to do.. manager stuff, | guess. 


“Beautiful bar women in ten hours, right Allu?" Janne nudged my arm, eliciting an apathetic nod and some sort 


of sound of agreement. What the hell was wrong with me lately? 
"Think you can handle this one yourself? I'm not really feeling up to all of that tonight" 


"But | need you. All I'll be bringing back is a shitty hangover if you're not with me. Please come?" | rolled my 
eyes at his pleading. 


“Alright, fine. But tonight you can have her to yourself. | need to do some writing anyways." 


"Is there anything wrong, Alexi?" He never called me that unless we were on camera, onstage, or he was 
seriously concerned about something. | hesitated to give an answer. | wasn't sure what brought on the 
hesitation, honestly. It could've been fatigue, it could've been that something was truly wrong and | just wasn't 


ready to admit it to myself yet. 


"No, I'm fine. I've just got.. a lot of ideas on my mind. | can't concentrate on anything else right now" | gave the 


most convincing smile | could, erasing Janne's concern. 


"Okay, but that means you don't get to pick the girl this time." He raised an eyebrow, acting as though he had 


just won a bet or something. It was rather cute, | had to admit. His childish moments always made me smile. 


Under Your Skin 


Author's Notes: 
Oops | disappeared again. Hey, so how about that new Bodom album, huh? Pretty amazing. Uh, so yeah, l'm 


back. Hello there everyone. 


The dim lights in the bar still stung my eyes as if they were all tiny suns shining right on me. My mouth was 
dry even after every sip of beer as | watched Janne attempt to pick up women by himself. | insisted that he 
at least give it a shot before | helped him this time. He needed to learn how to work his charm.. for fuck's 


sake he's famous in Finland! 


The blonde girl.. of course! It's like he had a thing for blondes since he always picked them first. Despite the 
fact that | prefer girls with darker hair, | generally let him have his fun. It didn't matter much to me as long 
as we both got our share. | have to say, though, | suddenly miss my lighter hair. Not sure why, but maybe I'l 
try to bleach it again 


He had to be doing well, she was leaning towards him and appeared to be hanging on his every word. He had 
barely touched his beer so | knew it wasn't the alcohol helping him. My mouth curled into the most subtle 
smile | could manage, | was so proud of him. He could do this on his own now, though | would really miss the 


filthy way we chose to bond. Maybe this was just a one-time thing.. maybe he'd need me next time. 


There it was.. he had her. She leaned in for a kiss as | placed money on the table and got up to leave. | felt 
empty somehow.. there was a dull ache in my chest but | figured it was just exhaustion It was the tail end of 
the tour and | always got pretty worn out around this time. | just needed to sleep more and maybe stop 
drinking after every show. 


It wasn't too far of a walk to the bus. | tried to occupy my mind with new riffs that had been stuck in my 
head so | wouldn't realize just how tired | really was. It's like somebody told me to carry a fucking truck on my 
back. My whole body felt heavy but hollow as every dirty sex scene Janne and | had created played over and 
over in my mind. What the fuck was wrong with me? | guess being in some really intimate situations with your 


best friend might screw with you.. no pun intended. 


| was greeted quietly by my half-asleep drummer on the couch as | urged him to go to his bunk before Janne 
showed up with his catch of the day. | can't remember what he said exactly, my mind was really cloudy.. but | 
remember laughing and brushing off his comment before he told me | looked like | was getting sick Maybe | 
caught something on the road.. that would explain all the strange feelings and behaviors lately. But a simple 
cold that lasts for a few months? Not likely. | was probably just aching for Finnish summer weather again. 
Whatever this was, | was determined to sleep it off. 


| grabbed a bottle of water and climbed into my bunk, setting the bottle beside me and propping up the pillows 


so | could concentrate. | just wanted to write a few lines before | went to sleep, but that didn't happen. | closed 
my eyes for just a second and was awoken by the sound of Janne trying to quietly sneak into his bunk after 
kicking his girl out. | rolled over in an attempt to go back to sleep, but managed to spill water all over the bed. 
Fuck.. | had forgotten about that bottle. 


"Janne?" | whispered, climbing out of my damp bunk and shaking the curtain on his. 
"What is it, Allu?" 


"This is gonna sound fucking weird but | spilled water on my bed and | was wondering if | could sleep here with 


you?" 
"Why don't you sleep on the couch?" He had a good point. Why wasn't | just sleeping on the couch? 
"I don't want to sleep on the couch, you know what kind of nasty shit happens on there." 


"Relax, Allu, l'm just playing. Come on" He gestured for me to join him. | crawled in beside him and tried to 
make myself comfortable in the small space | had. It wasn't very long before | drifted into a limbo-like sleep 
where | could have sworn Janne put his arm around me and pulled me closer to him. | could smell the alcohol 
on his breath and his scent that radiated the most around his collarbone. His skin was soft and in my altered 
state | buried my face into him. This was completely normal for friends... right? 


We only shared a girl two more times before the tour ended. It just didn't feel right to me anymore but | 
couldn't pinpoint a reason. | just felt an awful fire in my veins that | couldn't ever remember feeling before. 
My behavior seemed to only worsen no matter how much | tried to control it. | was constantly isolating myself 
during the day and crawling into Janne's bunk at night when my nightmares would creep up again. Sometimes 
the guys would give us some strange looks, but Janne didn’t seem to notice at all. He was more concerned 
about my growing need to be alone and the reoccurring nightmares that haven't bothered me for years until 
now. | kept brushing off his concerns for the sake of my own sanity, but the guys just kept telling me "you've 
got it bad, Alexi". I've got what bad? When | asked they would just laugh and shake their heads. It's like they 


knew about something obvious that | was completely blind to. 


Maybe | was sick Maybe touring was finally tearing my body apart. Maybe my drinking was catching up with 
me. | would see a doctor when we got back to Finland but there were only a couple months until festival 
season started and | didn't want to bother with it. | wasn't dying, so it wasn't really something that needed to 
be taken care of immediately. | could just sit at home and be alone with my guitars until rehearsals started. | 
normally enjoyed having some time to myself, but this constant need for isolation just left me feeling empty 


again The more | pushed everyone away, the more | realized it was just making this problem worse for myself 


and the rest of the band. 


It had been three weeks since | talked to my bandmates. My phone would ring, but | would just stare at the 


screen until it went to voicemail. | wanted to answer but | couldn't bring myself to move a single muscle in my 
arm. Some nights | would fall asleep to distorted feedback | had recorded from a low-quality amp to chase 
away the thoughts that kept me awake. | filled notebooks with new music that just didn't live up to my 


standards, even though | wasn't sure what they were anymore. 


| was sitting on the couch staring at a blank TV screen when there was a knock on the door. | threw my head 


back and shouted a few curses. | knew eventually they'd come looking for me. 


"Well he's not dead! You owe me ten Euro." | heard Jaska's muffled voice on the other side of the door. They 
were taking bets on what had happened to me.. that didn't really surprise me at all. 


"Just let us in, Alexi. We're worried about you." Henkka pleaded to me. | only heard those two voices as | 
approached the door and opened it. They quickly made their way into my apartment and settled onto either 


side of the couch as | closed the door again This looked like an intervention.. but something was missing. 


"Where's Janne?" | asked, squeezing between my bandmates and looking at each of them curiously. Did they 
come here because something was wrong? Did something bad happen to him? | was sure he'd insist on coming 
with them since he always seemed so worried about me. He called constantly, each time making my chest ache 
more than it did moments before. | hated ignoring him, he was my best friend. 


"Ah, well, he's on a date-" 


"A date?!" | practically spat the words before | could catch them, cutting my drummer off in mid sentence. 
Fire coursed through my veins again as | wondered why | hadn't been informed of this. Though, to be fair, | 


had 20 unread text messages from him. 


"Relax. We were playing a drinking game, he lost, so he had to go on a blind date. We tried to get you to come 
over and join us but you never answered. We were getting really worried. He said he was going to come see 


you tonight though, whether you liked it or not." He gave a slight smile but | couldn't bring myself to mirror it. 


"Yeah, well, he's got my spare key. He'll be getting in even if | don't want him to." Maybe trusting him with 
that key wasn't the best plan | had ever come up with. | wanted to see him though, at the very least to 
apologize for ignoring him. There was a short moment of silence before Henkka sighed, leaning his tall body 
down just a bit so he could be at eye level with me. 


"Look, we're not going to judge you but.. are you and Janne..." He trailed off, looking over at Jaska like he had 
just forgotten how to speak. 


"Are Janne and l.. what?" | was getting more and more frustrated with the idea that | was still completely blind 
to this entire situation. They both looked at each other as | looked back and forth between them. 


"Together?" They both quietly inquired, waiting for me to answer. | sat in silence for what seemed like an 


entire century to me. 


"No. No! Are you fucking crazy? We're not.. I'm not.!" | stood up and spun around to face both of them, feeling 
heat swarm over my face that had to be some shade of red by now. They nodded their heads, but their faces 
made it obvious that they didn't believe me. | wasn't going to argue this with them, it didn't matter anymore. 


"Alright! We just wanted to know for sure." Henkka looked at me with the most sympathetic expression | had 
ever seen him make. They really were that worried about me. "Look, I'm sorry | haven't talked to anyone and 
made you guys worry so much about me. I'll be fine! | just have to get over this.. whatever this fucking thing 
is." They both stood up to hug me, which surprisingly seemed like something | needed right now. 


"We should probably go make sure that girl we set Janne up with isn’t holding him hostage or anything. She's 
uh.. she's not quite right." They looked at each other again, this time realizing the horrible mistake they had 
made by leaving Janne alone with this woman that clearly wasn't right in the head. With that, they quickly took 
off. 


Affer a few minutes of standing by the door like an idiot, | headed towards the bathroom. | grabbed the box of 
hair bleach off the counter and tore it open. The smell of chemicals as | mixed it together made my lungs feel 
like the inside of a volcano. | choked on the fumes, suddenly remembering why | hated doing this myself. It 
always smelled like shit and made my eyes water. Maybe the fumes would kill me if | inhaled too many of 


them, though. 


Nah, | don't think I'd get that lucky. 


Prayer for the Afflicted 


Author's Notes: 
| said | was going to alternate updating this fic and Kissing Shadows but | LIED TO YOU. This is where my 


inspiration went. Enjoy this.. whatever this is that | just wrote. | am tired. l'm going to bed. 


| heard my name being called shortly after | got out of the shower. | was still in the bathroom, trying to pull 

on a pair of cargo pants and squeeze my hair dry at the same time. | was surprised | still remembered how to 
get my hair this color after so many years of just letting it go. | heard my name being called again and decided 
damp hair would have to do for now. | didn't bother trying to find a shirt, I'm sure | would just find one on the 


floor between here and the living room anyways. 


Steam rolled into the hallway when | opened the door. | guess | was known for taking really hot showers since | 
had a habit of steaming up the tour bus too. As | predicted, there was a shirt on the floor just a few steps 


ahead. | pulled it on and rounded the corner into the living room where Janne was perched on the couch. 
"Sorry, | was in the shower." | said quietly as he looked over at me, his eyes instantly going wide. 
"Allu! Your hair!" He exclaimed, a huge smile plastered on his face. "When did you-" 


"Just before you got here." | cut him off, sitting down beside him with a rather serious expression. "Look, man, 
| owe you an apology. | know I've been a real dick lately since I've been ignoring everyone. | don't know what's up 
with me. | shouldn't have made you guys worry like that" The whole apology just came out at once and | 
rested my face in my hands. The sudden realization that | had no control over this behavior was hitting me 


like a ton of bricks. 


‘Oh, Allu.." He put his hand on my shoulder and gently pressed down, trying to reassure me. "It's okay, l'm just 
glad that nothing bad happened to you." 


"Sometimes | wish something bad would happen to me." | sighed, looking up at him. What was happening to me? | 
felt like | was a rotting soul in a perfectly healthy body. A kind of slow decay that wasn't even noticeable until 


it was already too late. 


"No, don't talk like that!" His arms quickly wrapped around me and pulled me as close as humanly possible. The 
hairs on the back of my neck stood at attention as my body grew ice cold and red hot all at the same time. | 


couldn't help but collapse into him as my voice began to crack. 


"What's happening to me?" The question was muffled by his shirt and | was too busy fighting back tears to lift 
my head up and repeat myself. | wanted to be alone. | wanted so badly to be alone that it physically hurt me. 
But | didn't want Janne to leave. 


"l'm not really sure but I'll do anything | can do help you." There was so much concern in his voice and | felt so 


guilty for making him feel this way. It wasn't his fault | was like this. He didn't deserve it. 


"Please don't leave. Don't go home. It sounds fucking stupid and selfish but please don't fucking leave me 
because l'm afraid of what I'll dol" | blurted out, suddenly feeling just a bit better after finally getting it off 
my chest. 


"Okay, okay! | promise | won't leavel I'll stay here with you for as long as you need me to. I'll have Henkka bring 
my stuff over tomorrow. You'll be okay." He tried to keep his voice calm, probably in an attempt to comfort 

me. He continued to hold me in silence for a few minutes until | wiggled out of his grip, looking at him for some 
sort of guidance about what to do now. He met my eyes for a few minutes before his expression softened and 


he spoke again. "Do you wanna watch some horror movies? There's a marathon on" 


| could never turn down a good movie night, even if | did just give the most pathetic display of emotion 


possible. | really was losing my sanity at this point, wasn't |? 


"Yeah." | replied with a nod, leaning over to get the remote and handing it to him. He turned the TV on and 
flipped to the channel that was currently in the middle of The Shining. He put his arm out with a questioning 
expression, silently asking me if | wanted to rest on his shoulder. | moved myself closer, placing my head 
halfway between his shoulder and his chest, and taking in his unique scent again. His arm then came to rest 
around my frame, his fingers relaxing and falling slightly down my side. | didn't remember much of the 


marathon after that movie. | had been so exhausted lately that | guess | had just fallen asleep. 


| woke up in my bed the next morning. Normally that wouldn't be out of the ordinary, but didn't | fall asleep on 
the couch? | could have sworn we both fell asleep on the couch, yet here | was wrapped up in the sheets and 
Janne was drooling on the pillow next to me. He must have woken up and carried me in here, or maybe | woke 


up in a daze and came in here myself. Who knows. 


| pulled myself out of bed, still wearing the cargo pants and Slayer shirt from yesterday. They didn't smell bad 
so | figured another day of use wouldn't hurt. Janne was still asleep, but | didn't want to wake him. | had no 


idea how late he had stayed up, not to mention he deserved some extra sleep for having to deal with me. 


| wasn't sure exactly where | was going or why. | just wandered aimlessly around the apartment for a few 
minutes, eventually ending up on the kitchen floor. | just kind of.. sat there, back resting against the cabinet and 
newly blond hair sprawled all over my face. | didn't want to sleep, | didn't want to eat, | didn't even want to play 
guitar. | just wanted to disappear. Or maybe | wanted everyone around me to disappear. No.. no that's not what 
| wanted! My bandmates were my life.. my soul.. they were as much a part of me as my limbs. Without them 


| don't think | could function, | don't think | could even live. What did | want so badly that it was tearing me 


apart one muscle at a time? 


My hands came to grip the sides of my head, almost pulling the hair right off my scalp. | could feel myself 
curling into a ball and getting smaller, smaller, and smaller yet as | delved deep into my brain to coax out an 
answer that had been evading me for months. That scent.. that oh-so-familiar scent. | wanted that scent to 
fill my lungs and override all my other senses. | wanted to run my fingers through his dirty, sweaty hair when 
he got offstage and tell him that I've never been more proud of his hard work. | wanted to wake up to his 
voice every morning and | wanted to feel every inch of his skin, claiming it all as mine every night. | wanted to 
trip over his shoes when | came in the door because he never bothered to put them away. | wanted to wake 
up in the middle of the night to the sound of his keyboard set to piano when he just couldn't sleep because his 
mind was racing. | wanted everything... his good, his bad, everything in between. 


| heard footsteps that | couldn't really place as real or imagined. They got closer and closer as | tried 
desperately to bring myself out of this almost hallucinogenic state that | was now trapped in. The whole world | 
had created in my mind came crashing down right before my eyes when | felt a hand on my arm. Suddenly, | 


snapped back to reality at the sound of his voice and the scent growing ever closer to me. 


"Alexi." His voice was rather quiet. Perhaps he thought | had fallen asleep out here? No, no there was way too 


much concern in his voice. “Alexi.. are you alright? Talk to me." 


"Yeah, l'm." | trailed off, not even realizing | had spoken out loud. | let go of my hair to find a few strands 
clutched in my fist as | looked up and over at him. "I don't... | don't know what happened | just." | brushed the 
stray hairs onto the floor as he looked at me and gave a sigh of relief. 


"Whatever it was.. it's over. You're okay. You're safe." He tried to fake a smile, though he was still really 
worried. He couldn't fool me no matter how hard he tried, | knew him way too well. Something about his feigned 
calmness made my whole body feel lighter. It's like | had just been cleansed of some sort of dirt that was 
clogging up my mind. 


| couldn't help but start to smile. | could feel it spreading across my face and | honestly had to look like | was 
fucking crazy. | went from a full blown breakdown to smiling like an idiot in a matter of seconds. I've seen 


enough movies to know that's some serial killer shit. 


"Ah-! There's a smile!" He teased, running his thumb along my damp cheekbone. | guess | didn't realize | had 
been crying. "Come on, if you get off the floor I'll make you breakfast" He stood up, holding out his hand to 
steady me. | grabbed it immediately, still smiling like a fucking idiot. They were right.. | had it bad. | had it really 
fucking bad. 


Storm 


Author's Notes: 
l'm going to try to go back to alternating updates on my two unfinished fics. Sorry again for disappearing, | 


promise l'm working really hard to get you updates! 


It had been a week since my last breakdown.. | think. | wasn't really sure. | had just woken up with no idea how 
much time had passed and | couldn't remember anything after that day. It wasn't unusual for me to lose time 
the same way | lost my cell phone, tour lanyards, belts, and hair ties. It was just me, that's how I've always 
been. | never though it was abnormal until people started getting frustrated with me. They didn't mean to be, 
they just wanted to help but they didn't know how. I've had tour lanyards taped to my chest, cell phones tied 
to my leg, belts sewn into my pants.. | didn't mind it really. At least they cared. 


Losing time, however, wasn't something they could fix. You couldn't just tape memories to my brain. My mind 
just refused to function in a way that allowed me to remember who | had been for a while. Did | leave my 
room? Did | shower? Did | eat? Was Janne still here or did | scare him off? Who knows. 


| sat up in bed, rubbing my eyes and pushing my hair out of my face. My hair wasn't too greasy, so | must 
have showered at some point recently. Looking around the room, | noticed Janne's clothes were still here. | 
hadn't scared him off yet. My feet found the floor before | realized | was trying to walk | felt like a baby 
giraffe trying to figure out how to use its legs.. | hated coming out of episodes like this. | had to learn how to 
do basic things again because | had been on auto-pilot for so long. 


| made my way to the couch where Janne was watching TV. He looked up at me, taking a moment to study my 
face before he spoke. 


"Are you in there today, Allu?" He asked, pointed to my head. 

"Yeah.. yeah | think so." | nodded. My voice had become weak and | could tell | hadn't been using it. | was 
surprised | could speak at all. | suddenly felt guilty when | realized Janne had probably tried to talk to me many 
times, only to realize | wasn't there to respond. He was just talking to an empty shell on survival mode. 

"How was your little trip outside of your head?" He seemed so casual about it, as if he was used to this kind 
of behavior from me. | wasn't sure how, considering | only had these episodes when | was at home and away 
from my band mates. 


It was wonderful." | responded with playful sarcasm. "I went to the Bahamas this time." 


"Sounds fun. Take me with you next time." He smiled, laughing quietly as he turned back to the movie he was 
watching and | headed for the kitchen. | swear as | turned my back, | could hear him softly say, "There's my 


| could never forget how to play guitar. It was the one thing | never lost when | couldn't remember anything 
else. IT made me feel safe and it made me feel sane. Janne watched me play from the other end of the couch, 
a sleepy smile on his face and his eyes hyper-focused on me. | can only imagine he had some sleepless nights 
trying to make sure | didn't get hurt. As | played, | began to hear his keyboard play softly with me. | didn't look 
up, just continued to play whatever came into my head while he found something to play along with it. It was 


truly amazing how he did that.. it only took him a few seconds to sync up with me no matter what | was 


playing. 


We played like that for a while before we both grew tired of it. | admit that a few times | looked over just to 

watch his fingers glide across the keys like it was so easy. His every movement was fluid and planned, never a 
hint of hesitation | always looked away before he could catch me though. | didn't want to look like an idiot, | had 
already done a great job of that in the last week. 


| settled into the couch next to him, my head drifting down until it met his arm and rested there. He smiled 
before looking back at the TV. Some odd late night show was on but we couldn't sleep so it would have to do. | 
could barely focus on anything as my mind began to race. Not this shit again. 


"Can you play something for me?" | asked quietly, feeling like a burden once more. | hoped the music would keep 
me in my right mind and not let me wander again 


"Of course." He gently moved my head and leaned towards his keyboard. Again | watched his fingers move like 
they were trying to hypnotize me. | could feel myself trying to escape my body again and | didn't want that to 
happen. | couldn't let it happen again. | had only gotten one day of feeling remotely normal and it was about to 


be snatched away from me again. 


| felt my fingers begin to twitch, then my hands, then my eyes.. | was trying so hard to stay sane that it was 
starting to cause me very real pain. | must have startled Janne because he immediately stopped playing and 


turned to me. 


"Alexi, are you alright?" He never called me that unless he was worried about me or mad at me. | had to get 


myself under control. This was getting ridiculous. 


"l'm fine. | don't know why this is happening but l'm fine, | promise." | shut my eyes as tightly as | could as | 
started to curl up into myself again. | was not going to let this happen again, it was not going to get the best 
of me. Not this time. 


"Hey. hey, it's okay!" His voice was soft and comforting as | felt myself slipping into either sleep or 
unconsciousness, | wasn't sure which. "Allu, come on. | know you're in there. Come back." His voice sounded so 


distant and | could tell | was losing this battle. "Come back to me." His hands gently rested on the sides of my 


face and my eyes shot open. | was here. | was not asleep, not unconscious, not losing time.. | was here with 
him. But his face was filled with fear and concern that he didn't try to hide this time. | immediately felt guilt 
washing over me. | had to stop doing this, | had to stop scaring him. 


‘lm here.. lm okay. | just." | shook my head, trying to figure out what | should do. | didn't want to send him 
away but | didn't want him to keep seeing me like this. "I'm going to bed" | got up quickly and was in my 
bedroom before | realized it. | shut the door and locked it. This would be my prison until | could learn to control 
myself. | wasn't in my right mind today.. maybe | never was. | had to learn. 


"Alexil" | heard his voice outside the door and my internal organs seemed to start rearranging themselves. | 
sat with my back against the door and quietly sobbed as he begged me to open it. "Let me in! Please!" His voice 
was frantic and so worried but | couldn't take another day of him seeing me like this. "Alexi... please." The 
banging on the door stopped and his voice cracked before it was silenced. This was for my own good. He would 


realize that soon. 


Downpour 


Author's Notes: 
If anyone wants the translation of the Finnish song in here, just let me know. | can also get you the name of 


the song if you want to look it up yourself. Next to update will be Kissing Shadows. 


Four days? Five days? Six maybe? | wasn't sure. | hadn't eaten, hadn't slept for more than a couple hours, and 
hadn't talked at all. | could feel the energy seeping from me with every fit of rage. | could only remember one 
of those days vividly, the day | let Janne in. | was not in my right mind, in fact | was in a fit of blind anger and 
he just happened to be speaking outside the door at the wrong time. | unlocked the entrance to the dark room 
and placed myself on the opposite side in the corner, hidden only by the lack of light. | turned a knife in my 
hand as | sweetly coaxed him into the room. | had no idea what | was doing, no idea what was happening. | 
wasn't in control of anything | said or did but as soon as | saw him | just.. threw it at him. | missed, luckily, and 
the blade stuck itself into the wall beside him. | couldn't shake the image of his frightened face as | told him | 
had changed my mind, | wanted him out. 


| remained locked in the bedroom and from what | could tell, Janne remained right outside the door. He never 
seemed to leave, but | wasn't always here so | guess | wouldn't really know. The disassociating was getting 
worse and my fits of rage so much more violent. | was destroying everything in the room and beating myself 


up in the process. Slipping away again, | could hear a voice. So distant, so faint, but | knew it was his. 


Allu, please come out You need to eat 


You've been in there for days, please come out 


At least talk to me, Im not mad about the knife. 


| couldn't tell if they were said all at once or spaced hours apart. | remember sighs and sniffles that were 
muffled in fabric. My back slid down against the wall and | found myself on the floor, my face now inches away 
from the knife still stuck in the wall. | stared at it, realizing how many options | had. Leave it in the wall, take it 
out and play with it.. hurt myself, kill myself, or just put it away. My mind blacked out again after that. 


Alexi come on. 
Youre really scaring me. 


Youre more than your depression, | know you are. 


| came to with an awful pain in my arms but the knife wasn't in sight. What had | done with it this time? It 
was somewhere.. had to be somewhere. | pushed myself to my feet and immediately realized how badly | had 
hurt myself. The blood was dry, it had to have been at least a few hours ago. | checked my pockets, nothing. 
Checked all the drawers, nothing. Checked the bookshelf, nothing. Checked the bathroom that was attached to 
the bedroom, nothing. Just blood all over the sink and the floor from wounds that had to be older than these. 
Where was it? Where the fuck did | put it? Now | was just starting to get frustrated and frustration led to 


anger and anger led to rage and | saw my reflection in the mirror.. smash 


"Alexi?" This time the voice was loud and clear. "What are you doing?" That was a good question, honestly. 
What had | just done? | looked down at my fist which had pieces of broken glass stuck in it and blood seeping 
from the wounds that were left open. | smashed the mirror. It was all over the bathroom floor and | was 
already stepping on the pieces as | tried to get away from it. | was going crazy in here, driving myself 


completely insane in some sad attempt to help myself.. to protect Janne. 


Quietly at first, the sound of his keyboard seemed to intrigue me. It grew louder as he figured out what he 
was trying to play and | knew he was right outside the door, back braced against it as he waited patiently. The 
melody was so familiar but | couldn't place it.. it certainly wasn't metal and | knew he wouldn't sing the words. 
Listening for a few more minutes as he repeated the melody, | suddenly realized what it was. | almost laughed 
at how simple of a way he was trying to coax me out. It was a children's song my mother used to sing with 
me, and often when | went to visit Jaska | would sing it with his daughter. He must have known somehow.. 
maybe he heard me singing it once or maybe | told him about my mother. | couldn't recall doing either but 
that wasn't saying much. | laughed quietly, waiting for the melody to repeat. 


"Tpu tpu, tpu tpu, kuuleppas." My own voice surprised me. It must have surprised Janne too because he 
skipped a note or two before picking up again. | walked closer to the door, still singing like an overgrown child. 
"Mks toit tänne pokias™ My hand was on the knob and | wasn't sure how he was doing this to me but | wasn't 
going to fight it anymore. "Papan korean kukkasmaan rikki nokkivat kokonaan" | opened the door and before he 
could finish the rest of the song, he fell on his back from the surprise of the door no longer being there to 
support him. | burst out laughing, | couldn't help it. His hair was sprawled in his face and his keyboard was 
resting crooked on his lap, it was hilarious. 


"Alexi, are you okay?" He said with a stunned expression that soon melted into concern once he could see me in 


the light. 


"Define ‘okay'" | looked at the broken glass still stuck in my hand and all the blood on my arms. | didn't look like 


someone that was okay.. not even a little. He jumped up, putting his keyboard on the floor and inspecting me. 
‘Oh, Allu, what did you do to yourself?" 

"Go put your keyboard away. | don't want it to get broken 

"But your hand-" 

‘lm not going to die in the next two minutes while you put it away.” We shared a silent stare before he nodded 
and picked it up. There was another bathroom in the hallway that wasn't covered in blood, so | figured | would 
go fuck that one up too. It was our fucking house, | could do whatever | wanted to. Wait.. my house. It was my 


house. He was just staying with me until | wasn't crazy anymore. 


"Why do you do this to yourself?" He asked as he carefully picked the glass out of my hand. | winced with 


almost every piece, but they didn't seem to be in too deep. As smart as he was, he didn't think to put 
something between his hand and the glass shards which left him with a few cuts of his own He didn't seem to 
notice but | think it was because he was so worried about me. | wish he wasn't, though. | was like this all the 


time. He just happened to be here to see it for once. 


"| don't know. It's just something | do. Shit, if | had a reason | wouldn't be doing it" He washed off the wounds 
and | bit my lip when it started to sting. Normally | wasn't too sensitive to pain but | had done such a number 


on my arms and hands that they just couldn't take it anymore. 


"Nothing's deep enough to need stitches." As he finished washing all the blood off, | stood there just watching it 
go down the drain. There was something so calming about it yet it made my skin crawl. He was going to flip 
out when he saw the other bathroom, not to mention all the damage in the bedroom. | would help him clean it 
up though, it wasn't his responsibility. None of this was. He didn't even have to stay here.. but here he was 
cleaning blood off the side of my face and | could feel his breath on my cheeks. | must have hit my head at 
some point. He stopped for a moment, his lips barely parted as he moved my hair to make sure he had gotten 
everything. I'm not sure why | thought it was a good idea, but | kissed him. 


| guess we were acting like it didn't happen, or maybe he thought | was still in some sort of fit and it was an 
accident. Maybe it was an accident, maybe | didn't even mean to do it. | didn't even know myself anymore. Who 
knows, maybe it didn't happen at all and | just imagined it.. but it was a very particular taste of Bacardi and 
Diet Coke. 


The cuts on my hands prevented me from playing guitar. It hurt like hell and the strings only dug deeper into 
my skin when | tried. | was so sensitive to the pain now that it pissed me off. Why couldn't | handle it 
anymore? | picked up my guitar while Janne was in the other room and placed my fingers on the frets as 
gently as possible. | bit the inside of my cheek to keep from giving in to the pain. As | picked up speed the pain 
only worsened until | couldn't stand it anymore. My fingers were bloody from opening the wounds again and 
there was blood on the strings and frets. That was going to be a bitch to clean off. 


"You can't play until your hands heal." How long had he been standing there? Probably long enough to watch me 
destroy my strings after | had just replaced them.. son of a bitch. 


"It keeps me from going crazy, what am | supposed to do?" | crossed my arms and threw my back against the 


couch, staring straight ahead at the TV even though it wasn't on. 


"They should be healed enough to play in a few days. You can't wait that long?" He sat next to me, his arm 
draped atop the cushion behind me. | wasn't sure if he was trying to hold me or if his long limbs were just 
getting uncomfortable. Seriously, how could he stand being that lanky? 


We sat there for a few awkward minutes until he finally turned on some music. | didn't care what he was 


playing, anything to drown out my own thoughts was welcomed right now. | was actually comfortable here, my 


heart wasn't trying to escape my chest and my mind seemed to be grounded to my body again. Maybe | just 
had to have some weird series of mental breakdowns to reset myself to normal, though | guess in the back of 
my head | knew that wasn't true. The comfort and content were already starting to irk me. | balled my hands 
into fists to try to suppress the urge to move but it did no good. | went up each arm slowly, carefully, 
pinching the skin as hard as | could at even intervals. It hurt when | went over the cuts that littered the 
space between tattoos but | couldn't seem to stop. Every time | tried to take my fingers away, they just 
refused to go. 


"Allu, stop pinching yourself" He said, his voice stale and seemingly fed up with my behavior. He had gotten his 
keyboard out again, this time following along with what was playing through the stereo. | guess | hadn't noticed 
since he had the volume turned down. | tried to focus on watching him, watching his fingers dance along the 

keys and his look of pure concentration as tried to figure out the correct notes. | tried.. but my fingers went 
back on their self-destructive adventure down my arms. This time it was the opposite arm and | was pinching 


harder, threatening to break the skin with the amount of pressure | was using. "Alexi, stop it." 
"If | could, | fucking would" | spat, immediately regretting my tone. 

"Then what can | do to help you stop it?" 

"| don't know. Leave me alone?" 


"Leave you alone?" He knew that wasn't true. It was like he was trying to guide me to an answer that | was 


sure didn't exist. 


"Leave me alone. Shower me with attention. Go back to your house. Stay here. Hate me. Don't hate me." | 
wasn't making any sense and he just sighed as | went back to pinching myself and making my eye twitch from 
the pain. 


"Stop it!" His hands were tight on my wrists as he pulled them apart, holding them still until he was sure | 
wouldn't continue. | looked up at him with a blank expression, unsure if | was glad he had stopped me or just 
annoyed. "Come here, I'll give you something to occupy yourself with." He gestured at his keyboard and | sat in 
front of it, staring at the keys like a foreign language | couldn't read. 


"I don't know how to play this thing." | wasn't sure what he was getting at until he sat behind me and wrapped 
his arms around mine, placing his hands on top of my own. He slowly started to guide my fingers onto the 
keys, though he was doing most of the work. It stung a bit but didn't hurt nearly as much as playing guitar. 
His head was now resting on my shoulder as he continued to press my fingers down and move them in 
rhythm. | noticed small drops of blood staining the white keys and began to feel guilty. | was destroying his 


instrument too. "I'm sorry, there's blood-" 


"IFI come off. It's not the first time." His voice was soft and his breath warm on my ear. He was so close that 
my body felt like it was melting into his and stealing all his warmth for myself. | don't think | was focusing on 
anything he was trying to teach me because all | could think about was his stunned face when | kissed him 


earlier and the slightest hint of pink that raced across his cheeks. He suddenly let go, giving me a reassuring 
tap on the shoulder. "Now, keep trying that and I'll go make us food." 


"But | dont" 


"Just keep playing around, you'll figure out. You're smart enough." 


